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Yell try the world soon, my Iad3

And5 Andrew dear, believe me,
Yell find mankind an unco squad.

And muckle they may grieve ye :
For care and trouble set your thoughtj

Ev'n when your end's attained ;
And a* your views may come to nought

Where ev'ry nerve Is strained.

nr.

Til no say, men are villains a';

The real, harden'd wicked,
Wha hae nae check but human law,

Are to a few restricked:
But och, mankind are unco \veak9

An' little to be trusted;
If self the wavering balance shake,

It's rarely right adjusted I

IV.

Yet they wha faj In fortune's strife,

Their fate we should na censure,,
For still th' important end of life

They equally may answer;
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